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the moment and let me have a smidgeon 
_—i of your time, | promise | won't abuse your 
courtesy, much. | don’t want to do a lot of 
talking tonight, but | have a couple important 
“things to say. I'd like to propose a toast to 
Othe happily married Ralph and Manfred and 
Hampshire College. 
9 | have known Hampshire College for 
two years now, and only recently had the 
Yipleasure of meeting Ralph and Manfred, but 
c! feel close to them just the same. A friend of 
Hampshire’ s is a friend of mine, and a spouse 
© of Hampshire’s is a sp... oh I’m kidding! 
a Marriage is a wonderful, tradition- 
Orich, age-old institution. What form of union, 
| ask you, better fits the start of the journey 
a that Ralph and Manfred and Hampshire are 
beginning today? Marriage’s ceremony and 
eternal bond are sacred and awesome; the 
door opened in its holy presence is filled with 
the light of all that is good and not one person 
in this room was left untouched by the cer- 
lemony. | too shed a tear as the father passed 
‘his daughter to the husbands to be. We have 
left the glow of the sacred site of the bonding, 
‘but our hearts are all filled with a modicum of 
the joy our newlyweds must be feeling right 
now... after all, as soon as | finish talking, 
they’re one step closer to the honeymoon! 
And after the honeymoon, your journey 
will truly begin. Coming together is a begin- 
ning; keeping together is progress; working 
together is success. In the words of Antoine de 


f you could all stop what you're doing at 


The Omen is Hampshire's nie pig running 
bi-weekly publication, established by Stepha- 
nie Cole in December of 1992. In the past, 
submissions have included students’ perspec- 
tives on the campus, administration, news, 
movie reviews, commentary, short fiction, 
satire, first born, artwork, comics, and the 
occasional embarrassing self- promotion. 
Everything the Omen receives, provided it 
is sent from a member of the Hampshire 
community, will be published unless it is 
deemed libelous or defamatory. Although we 
find such things amusing and entertaining 
for countless hours, it is just not an option 
in this forum. Libel will be considered clearly 
false or unsupportable writing that maliciously 
damages a person's reputation. 

THe Omen will not edit anything you write 


Saint-Exupery, “Love does not consist in gazing at 
each other, but in looking outward together in the 
same direction.” Hand in hand in hand, gazing out 
to the future, you will encounter many hardships. 
But if there are any three people | know who can 
overcome those hardships with calmness, intelli- 
gence, and asense of humor, it is the three sitting 
at the place of honor right now. And they'll need 
their sense of humor. Those in this room who are 
already married can tell you all about what at bitch 
itis! Tell me, have you decided who will do the 
cooking? It’s ok, you can survive on the leftovers 
from the lovely reception buffet for months! Did 
you all try the Lobster Newberg? De-lish! 

| can see the father and mother-in-law 
have fallen asleep, which means it’s time to start 
telling dirty jokes! Oh, now you're awake, ha ha. 
| guess it’s time to wrap this up. The important 
thing is that you three are very special, and this 
union is very special. Everybody here can wish 
nothing but the best for your future. | was trying 
to find a good phrase to end this little toast, and 
found one | really liked. | don’t know who said it, 
but | can’t possibly pass it off as something that 
this little lump of wrinkly grey flesh could have 
thunk up. So, in conclusion: Look down you gods, 
and on this union drop a blessed crown! And now, 
drink to the newly betrothed, Ralph and Manfred 
and Hampshire College! 


(except spelling and gram- — 
mar). You must sign your real name (no anony- 
mous submission Z and understand that you are 
responsible for what you say. Nonetheless, views 
in the Omen do not necessarily represent the views 
of anyone, anywhere, living or dead. 

There is no Omen staff, save those Needs of 
editor-in-chief and layout editor. To qualify for com- 
munity service you must be a consistent contributor 
and help regularly with layout. Layout times (and 
such) will be discussed at our meetings. Meetings 
are held every Tuesday after release of an issue 
in the Bridge Cafe at 9PM. Everyone, everywhere, 
living or dead, should come. 
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f you want to go get drunk, | 
don't really care — as long as 
you don’t harm others in the 
process. | would prefer if you 
didn’t harm yourself too, but hey, 
that’s up to you. What | can't 
stand though is when someone 
gets drunk and then wont shut 
the hell up about it. No one else 
is broadcasting their current con- 
dition, and really, no one gives 
a shit about yours. You may be 
drinking some fermented barley, 
but the universe did not suddenly 
shift and revolve around you. 
This situation was exasper- 
ated a few weeks ago on Easter 
Sunday, the Sunday of the Keg 
Hunt. | couldn’t keep track of how 
many times | heard something 
about someone being drunk 
— usually by one shit-faced fool 
yelling it to an equally inebriated 
‘pal’. The conversations were 
almost always as follows: 
Plastered Pete enters stage 
from left, Hammered Harry from 
right. They notice one another 
and wave. 
Pete: Oh man! Harry! I’m so 
drunk right now! 
Harry: Haha! Really Pete? I'm 
so drunk too! 
Pete & Harry: Hahahaha! 
Plastered Pete and Ham- 
mered Harry join together at 
center stage and walk off stage 
left. * 
This is a work of fiction. 
Names, characters, places, and 
incidents either are the product of 
the author’s imagination or are used 
fictitiously, and any resemblances 
to actual persons, living or dead, 
business establishments, events, or 
locales, is entirely coincidental. 
Guess what Pete and Harry, 


/ don't give a shit These people | o 


don’t seem to realize that no one -: 
cares how drunk they are. It's true, 6 
all the people around you are 5 
laughing. However, they are not x 


laughing with you because they = 


genuinely think you are funny; 2 
they are laughing at you because a. 
you are a stupid douche yelling. 
about how you are drunk ACrOSS | 
the campus. : 

You would hope that after 

coming to their senses once again, 
these people would keep their 
drunken antics to themselves, | 
quietly ashamed. But even when | 
perfectly sober, they think those | 
around them have some inter- 
est in how they were so drunk. 
If someone starts one more sen- 
tence with “Oh man,” or “Dude,” 
followed by “you wouldn't believe 
what happened,” and ending 
with something like “I was so 
drunk [insert random time here],” 
| swear | am going to stab them in 
the kneecaps. Why can't there be 
more quiet drunks? At least those 
smoking don't yell across the quad 
about being high and start every 
conversation Saturday morning 
about being high last night — I'll 
give them that much. 

So my request to those get- 
ting trashed on the Hampshire 
campus: just please be quiet 
about it. Have all the fun you want, 
just don't feel the need to share it 
with everyone. Most of us don't 
care how drunk you are/were. And 
if you can’t control yourself — well, 
watch your kneecaps. 


*Man, | should 
write some plays. This 
is some great stuff. 


eorge W. Bush 
| know, it’s completely 
fucking predictable, but 


@ no shitlist is complete without 


O- this illiterate plutocratic redneck 


® -cokehead motherfucker. Plus, he 
£ said something in particular that 
ao really pissed me the fuck off and | 


. haven’ thad a chance to bitch about 
ait as of yet because | have been 
using my article space to serialize 
Antediluvian Fuckage. A couple 
months ago there were some 
tapes released of Bush in which he 
_admits to using marijuana and tell- 


ingly dodges the cocaine question. 
‘When asked why he wasn’t candid 


about his marijuana usage, Bush 
stated that he “wouldn’t answer 
the marijuana question ... ‘cause 
| don't want some little kid doing 
what | tried” and “Do you want 
your little kid to say, ‘Hey daddy, 
President Bush tried marijuana, | 
think | will?” He also addressed 
the allegations of cocaine usage, 
saying that, “Rather than saying 

. | think it’s time for someone 
to draw the line and look people in 
the eye and say, you know, ‘I’m not 
going to participate in ugly rumors 
about me and blame my opponent,’ 
and hold the line. Stand up for a 
system that will not allow this kind 
of crap to go on.” (Of course, par- 
ticipating in ugly rumors about John 
McCain’s alleged black “love child” 
during the South Carolina primary 
in order to pander to the racist vote 
was A-OK.) This is all old hat, 
as everyone with a functioning 
cerebrum knows that our “moral, 
God-fearing, Christian” president 
spent his young adulthood higher 
than a motherfucking kite. How- 
ever, even a jaded cynic like me 
cannot help but be struck at the 


utter chutzpah of Bush’s ridiculous 
excuse-making. First of all, assum- 
ing Bush is actually sincere, hiding 
your drug usage is something that 
is extremely damaging to a relation- 
ship and doesn’t send any type of 
moral message at all. However, 
Bush's cheap concern about “the 
children” (excepting those on wel- 
fare or starving in another country, 
of course; they got what they 
deserve) is purely instrumental, 
simply another barefaced political 
maneuver aimed at preserving his 
sorry ass in the political arena. 
And, of course, Americans, being 
the gullible, unquestioning cunts 
that we are, simply glaze over this 
item, too worried about the next 
episode of American Idol, to give 
a damn about the inherent hypoc- 
risy of someone with a confessed 
and unrepentant history of drug 
use using the power of the state 
to incarcerate others who possess 
the same proclivities, but lack the 
same privileges. 

Anyone and Everyone 
Involved in This Bullshit “Save 
Terri” Fiasco 

For those of my readers who 
might be unaware of what is hap- 
pening in the world today, let me 
provide you with a refresher. The 
second worst school shooting in 
American history just occurred. 
Scores of people are being killed 
in Iraq. There is full-scale ethnic 
cleansing occurring in the Sudan, 
with the Western nations sitting on 
their hands doing nothing about it. 
Thousands of people in Africa are 
dying of AIDS every day. Tens of 
thousands of children are dying 
every day from starvation, disease, 
and malnourishment around the 
world. So what is the main story 


going around the American media? 
Some brain-dead vegetable and 
her nutjob pro-life fundie parents. 
Everything but her brain stem has 
been destroyed and she has no 
hope of ever recovering and living 
a normal human life again. The 
only thing that could’ve been done 
is to prolong her vegetative state 
until she dies, though apparently 
Jeebus will somehow wave his 
magic wand and grow her a new 
brain. | wish he’d work that trick 
for her dumbfuck parents. | enjoy 
how Congress and the President 
cant seem to get anything sub- 
Stantive done about the deficit or 
health care for the uninsured, but 
they are willing to drop everything 
for this bullshit. People starve to 
death and die of preventable dis- 
eases every day throughout the 
world and nobody gives a shit, yet 
when some white woman’s brains 
tum into mush and it is decided that 
it is best to pull the plug on her and 
let her die with dignity, we have 
to be saturated with 24 hours of 
bullshit pro-life propaganda cour- 
tesy of the “liberal” media. Liberal 
media, my ass! The anti-war 
movement didn't get a fraction of 
the positive coverage that these 
right-wing wackos are currently 
getting. I’m surprised one of the 
anchormen hasn't offered to give 
Randall Terry a blowjob yet. Just 
fucking ridiculous. And as much 
| hold the American populace in 
contempt for their overwhelming 
Stupidity and ignorance, even they 
weren't dumb enough to swallow 
this grade-Z bullshit media concoc- 
tion, rightly believing that no one in 
their right mind would want to go 
being a living vegetable and that 
the whole thing was none of the 
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government’s fucking business by 
an overwhelming 70 to 30 percent 
majority. Even a plurality of self- 
described evangelicals believed 
that the tube should be removed. 
Case fucking closed. And, yes, I'll 
be described as being heartless, 
hateful and mean-spirited, but 
when | finally read that the bitch 
had gone under, | couldn't help 
but smile. The first good news 
on the political front in a long 
fucking time. My only regret is 
that she died due to dehydration 
instead of having her hospital bed 
doused with gasoline, lit on fire, 
and wheeled into the crowd of 
protestors. (Admittedly lifted from 
a forum posting, but well worth lift- 
ing.) These people cried over the 
‘death’ of a single person who had 
died long ago, yet can't muster a 
single tear over the thousands of 
people who have died as a result 
of our policies in Iraq, which they no 
doubt support. Fuck them. 
Jerry Falwell 

This wretched pig could well 
reside on my shitlist anytime of the 
year, but he has done something to 
especially piss me off as of late. For 
once in his life, | thought that Falwell 
has about to perform his one and 
only service to humanity, but then 
the bastard weaseled out ofit. | am, 
of course, referring to his recent 
hospitalization with viral pneumo- 
nia and my false hope that this 
hateful fucker would finally croak. 
Unfortunately, however, the sono- 
fabitch pulled through, leaving me 
to hope that somewhere out there 
is an individual with no moral com- 
punctions about homicide who Is 
willing to attempt to succeed where 
pneumonia failed. (And take out 
that bastard Pat Robertson, too, 
while he/she is at it.) 
Barry Bonds 

Perhaps not carrying as much 
importance as the other people 
on this list, but | watch ESPN and 
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am constantly bombarded with 
the image of this spoiled, sim- 
pering cunt. His latest stunt was 
a pathetic press conference in 
which he paraded his son around 
and whined about how “the media 
was out to get him and his family.” 
This, of course, being the same 
media that collectively vies for 
the opportunity to suck his cock 
at every possible moment. Every- 
one in the sporting world knows 
that Barry Bonds is more chemi- 
cally-enhanced than my laundry 
detergent, yet the sports media 
continues to trumpet his historic 
“accomplishments” and generally 
wash his balls for him. Suffice to 
say, the conference was the worst 
acting job I’ve seen since Ben 
Affleck’s last turkey. Bonds was so 
eager to parade his son around and 
blame the evil media, but | wonder 
how Bonds broke it to his son that 
he was fucking around with another 
woman? Were they introduced to 
one another by a sports journalist? 
Of course, now it’s Bonds 24-7, and 
the sports public is treated to every- 
thing from Barry’s possible retire- 
ment to his latest bowel movement. 
Who gives a fuck? The guy Is a 
fucking fake, anyway. 
Stupid Fucking Creationists, 
Especially That Fuckhead Rep. 
Dennis Baxley 

Like genital herpes, creationism 
may go into remission at times, but 
it never seems to go away entirely. 
The latest lunacy from these idiots 
involves the pulling of an IMAX 
film about volcanoes in selected 
cinemas in the Bible Belt and a 
proposed “academic freedom bill’ 
in Florida. Of course, unlike the 
creationists themselves, since this 
is (for now) a free country, | believe 
that people have the right to believe 
in whatever crazy bullshit they 
want, as long as they don’t harm 
anyone else as a result. How- 
ever, | draw the line when these 


wackos demand that the rest of 
the world conform to their sick and 
twisted belief system. Let's start 
with the IMAX bullshit. IMAX has 
decided to pull a documentary on 
volcanoes because its references 
to the theory of evolution angered 
a focus group full of rednecks 
and know-nothing, ass-backward 
crackers. Typical responses 
included: “I really hate it when the 
theory of evolution is presented as 
fact” and “I don’t agree with their 
presentation of human existence.” 
Guess what, morons? The theory 
of evolution is as valid as the theory 
of gravity and if you can’t deal with 
that fact, then go back home to 
the meth-ridden, booze-drenched 
trailer park from whence you were 
spawned. And fuck IMAX for 
caving in to their insipid bullshit. 
Cowards. However, | suppose 
that one could argue that educa- 
tional films are wasted upon the 
willfully ignorant among us. That 
being said, the creationist fucks 
have been up to something even 
more vile in Florida, passing an 
“academic freedom” bill designed 
to stamp out academic freedom. 
One of the bill’s provisions allows 
students to sue a professor who 
“ridicules students in class” by 
questioning their beliefs. Pressed 
to give an example of when a law- 
suit would be appropriate, the bill's 
sponsor, Representative Dennis 
Baxley, said “Some professors Say, 
‘Evolution is a fact. | don’t want to 
hear about Intelligent Design (a 
creationist theory), and if you dont 
like it, there’s the door.” Hell, why 
don’t we just open our chemistry 
classes to teaching the theory of 
alchemy? Or include the flat-earth 
model in college geology courses? 
Or teach our students that disease 
is caused by an imbalance in one’s 
humors and should be treated by 
sucking the “bad blood” out of a 
patient in medical school? Appar- 


ently, according to the Republican 
Party, you shouldn't be able to 
sue your doctor if he removes the 
wrong kidney, but if your biology 
professor tells you your kidney 
wasn't hand-made by Jeebus, you 
can sue his ass to the poorhouse. 
(Also paraphrased/stolen, but no 


less true as a result.) 


Assholes in the Dining Com- 


mons (Again) 


| will say that this semester has 
seen a decrease in the amount of 


shitthat I’ve hadto clear offthe tables 


(although there is still too much). Of 


course, this probably was due less 
to my bitching and due more to the 
fact that half of the dining popula- 
tion has stopped coming to Saga. 


who sto Tube 
coming 
to Sag 
because - 


Governor 
can afford il Jeb whines 
not to eat? 
there.| | 
Thus,-. 
I'm notes 
surprised) 


Parents 


to find any 
overlap | 
between | __ 
spoiled | @ Cathar dia 
rich kids ill Father dies 
who've | 

probably, 

never, 

worked af Mary Kate 

goddamnj__7 (jlsen dies 
day ine 

their lives) 

and kids; _ 


_washina tables. | saw two people 


The Pope 
whines 


who are too fucking lazy to pick up 
a tray and drop it off on their way 
out the door. However, there is one 
thing still pissing me off. Perhaps 
you guys haven't gotten the memo 
on this, but | do have a newsflash 
for you: THE DINING COMMONS 
ARE NOT A FUCKING CAMPUS 
CENTER! | personally don't give 
a shit what you do from 5:00 to 7: 
00 because the dining hall is open 
and you can chat however long 
you want with no consequence 
to me. However, it should be said 
that the main purpose of the dining 
commons is a place for students 
to eat. Thus, once 7:00 hits, you 
should either be eating or leaving. 
A couple weeks ago, when | was 


Florida 
judge 
Removed | orders tube dies 


Husband 


Ternrt dies 


playing fucking cards! What the 
fuck? Get the fuck out! You can 
play cards in your dorm room, in 
one of the living rooms, in the Air- 
port Lounge, or anywhere else but 
here. | also see quite a few people 
who stick around 25 minutes after 
closing, sitting around and talking, 
despite the fact that they are clearly 
finished with their dinner. Get the 
fuck out! That’s about as polite as 
| can be. Just get the fuck out. 
There’s work to be done, believe it 
or not. At 7:15 the dining commons 
should be empty. Don’t wait for the 
management to politely tell you to 
leave. Finish your meal 

and get the fuck out. 


Federal 
judge 
orders tube 
in 


Florida 


| Ter iyei? President 
appear on | appears on 
_) Larry King | Larry King 
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mm... okay, let me see if 
H | have this straight. 
Vegans. Non-flesh eating, 
u ‘non-animal product eating 
‘vegans. Concerned with the 
Vi: 
g exploitation of animals, and the 
.. constant depletion of resources 
gon this, our fair planet. Also 
apparently pissed that people 
eat their food in SAGA, but 
that’s a little off topic, as far as 
Vm concerned. 
Wow, you vegans. You've got 
total self restraint. | mean, never 
‘to exploit an animal, that's gotta 
be hard. | think it would be dif- 
ficult enough not to own leather 
shoes, or wool sweaters. But you 
guys, damn, what self restraint 
you must have. | can’t imagine 
what my childhood years would 
have been like if | hadn't been 
able to use glue. And to never 
have yeast bread, god that must 
suck. Of course, biggest of all 
would be staying totally away 
from modern medicine. Let's 
just hope none of you ever get 
AIDS, or Alzheimer’s, because | 
know you'd never think of touch- 
ing any of the new experimental 
drugs, straight from the animal 
testing labs. 

And just think of all the fun 
you must have missed. | mean, 
horse back riding, Zoos, aquari- 
ums; they must all be strictly 
verboten. No using animals for 
labor, after all, or using them 
to explore our curiosity of the 
world. And | guess none of you 
are considering becoming Vet- 
erinarians, because, of course, 
you wouldn't want to be a large 
animal vet (helping those mas- 


ns 


-a.Woodard 
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sive exploiters, the farmers) and 
you'd NEVER consider being a 
small animal vet. Pets are, after 
all, the biggest exploitation of 
animals around. Poor little crea- 
tures, penned up to fill our selfish 
desires of friendship, instead of 
being left to roam free. 

Yeah, come to think of it, 
you must not buy a lot of cloth- 
ing, either. | mean, we all know 
the majority of American cloth- 
ing comes from sweatshops, 


| can’t imagine 
what my 
childhood years 
would have been 
like if | hadnt 
been able to use 
giue. And to 
never have yeast 
bread, god that 
must suck. 


sisaiicissteiiatiaaindeaiaiadiaaiaii 
and what are sweatshops but 
exploiters of the human animal? 
But it’s okay, I’m sure none of 
you have ever bought anything 
from Walmart, Kmart, Target, the 
Gap, Old Navy, Abercrombie, 
Hillfiger, Structure... well, never 
mind. | don’t need the list, do |, 
because none of you have ever 
bought any of that stuff. 

On top of that, you must 
never have bought any toys, 
sports equipment, or accesso- 
ries that come with a label that 
says “made in Taiwan’, right? 
Because all of those are made 
by human animals, some of 
them under the age of twelve. 
Good lord, | don’t know how you 


vegans do it, avoiding everything 
that ever exploited an animal. 

Ohhh... and speaking of 
children, does it sadden you that 
you'll never have any? | mean, 
knowing how you feel about the 
depletion of resources human 
beings are forcing on the earth 
| am just assuming that you 
won't add to that burden by 
procreating. So | guess you're 
all going to be childless. 

The upside of that would 
be that you could take a lot 
more vacations in your old age 
(what with all that extra money 
you'll have, not having any 
kids) except that | know you're 
all too conscientious to go 
anywhere. You wouldn't use gas 
or jet fuel on your own behalf. | 
mean, goodness, how much of 
our non-renewable fuel does it 
take to get a 747 to Europe and 
back? 

| bet none of you have cars, 
either. 

| bet you don’t use film, or 
plastic, or paper, or anything 
machined in a factory. | bet you 


don’t use a computer, or a cell 


phone, or anything that runs off 
electricity. And | bet you all think 
I’m an asshole by now. 
Actually, I’m not. I’m a fairly 
rational human being, and | can 
even respect vegans for having a 
belief and molding their lifestyle 
choices around it. But for fuck’s 


sake, until you move to ahole in — 


a ditch and live the rest of your 
life eating alfalfa sprouts and 
running around naked, 
stop with the hypocriti- 
cal whining train. 


FICTION, POET RY, 


SATIRE, AND | 
OTHER STUFF 


seared 
# 


‘saad 


avis rummaged through the 
[_) sets sweeping Accu- 
tane and Midol to the floor. 
The pharmacy was dark and dank, 
electric lighting and heating a dis- 
tant memory for this town. He held 
a small penlight in his mouth as he 
pushed prescriptions aside, looking 
for insulin. A crash sounded from 
the back of the pharmacy, rever- 
berating out of the shadows. Davis 
paused and swung the penlight in 
that direction, its small arc of light 
illuminating a dusty cluster of store 
stands and goods, strewn across 
the floor. 

Why does everything get dirty 
and wrecked as soon as everyone 
dies? Davis thought. 

He shrugged and continued 
searching. The weight of the 
sawed-off shotgun across his 
back comforted him, as did the 
pistol strapped to his hip. Another 
crash echoed out of the shadows. 
In one fluid motion, Davis turned, 
dropped to one knee, and drew his 
shotgun from the hostler across his 
back. He slowly shifted his head, 
the penlight clenched between his 
teeth emitting a beam of light that 
pierced the darkness. 

“Hewwo...”° Davis forced out 
through the penlight. He took hold 
of the penlight with his left hand, 
his right cradling the shotgun, and 
repeated his call. 

“Hello... anyone there?” Davis 
yelled. 

Another crash answered him. 
Davis readied his shotgun and 
stared into the darkness, trying 
to discern the shapes cloaked in 
shadows. 

“Mister...” came a quiet voice 
out of the darkness. 


“Come out,” Davis answered, S 
“| won't hurt you.” Davis stood and 5 
slipped the shotgun back into the at 
hostler across his back. a 

A small girl walked out of the = 
shadows, wrapped in a coat much a 
to long for her, and brandishing a a 
pack slung across her shoulders. 
The girl walked to the edge of the 
light emitted from Davis's penlight, 
but would not come any farther. 

“My name is Davis, who are 
you?” : 
“My name's Annette,” the little 
girl answered. : 

“How old are you Annette?” 
Davis asked. 

“’m nine and a half years 
old,” she said, standing up a bit 
straighter as she shared her age 
with Davis. 

“What are you doing here?” 
Davis asked, his voice gentle. 

The girl shrugged and looked 
down at her feet, hunching over 
once again. Davis began to 
question Annette further, but was 
disrupted when an engine roared 
from outside the pharmacy. 

“Get down!" Davis said, flicking 
off his penlight and dashing behind 
a nearby stand. Annette fled to the 
other side of the store and dived 
behind some rubbish. 

From his hiding place, Davis 
could hear men mumbling outside 
of the store. They mentioned 
an armored van, Davis’s vehicle 
parked outside. A beam of light 
swung into the pharmacy, and 
Davis heard the sound of anumber 
of feet on the linoleum floor. The 
footsteps spread across the store 
as the men fanned out and began 
to kick at boxes and stands. Some- 

thing fell on the other side of the 
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continued from page 9 
store, and the men rushed over 
away from Davis. 

Stupid gir, Davis thought. 

He heard Annette scream and 
the sounds of a scuffle. After a few 
moments the men laughed. 

“It's been a while since | had a 
real woman,” one man said. His 
comrades laughed in response 
and began teasing the girl. Davis 
crouched behind the stand, listen- 
ing to Annette whimper and the 
men laugh. Annette cried out and 
the men laughed even louder. 

“| get her first,” one man 
said, and the others grumbled in 
response. 

Ever so slowly Davis drew his 
shotgun from the sling and readied 
himself. He rose up over the stand 
and stretched out his arm, pointing 
the shotgun at one of the men. 

He said, “Hey.” The men 
turned in his direction. 

The shotgun blast was painful 
to the ears in the confines of the 
store. It was even more pain- 
ful to the flesh of the man who 
caught the entirety of the blast in 
his chest. The men before him 
scrambled, some running for 
the door, others for cover. Davis 
counted five before he to lunged 
behind a shelving unit. 

Return fire whined into the 
shelving units before Davis. He 
waited a few seconds, then rose 
up and stretched out the shotgun 
again. One of the men saw him 
and tried to duck out of the way. 
Davis triggered his shotgun and 
discharged a round into the man’s 
upper torso. He fell to the ground 
and dropped his rifle. He did not 
rise. 

One man lunged at Davis, 
coming at his face with a sharpened 
blade. Davis dropped his shotgun 
and deflected the blow. He shoved 
the man back and reached for the 
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pistol on his hip. The man dropped 
his knife and struggled with Davis 
for the firearm. They wrestled for 
the weapon, which soon skittered 
away out of their grasp under the 
shelving unit. Davis knocked the 
man over and reached for the knife 
on the ground. He fell upon the 
man and ended his life. 

As Davis fought off the one 
man in close combat, the other 
men rushed out of the pharmacy, 
Annette with them. Davis quickly 
grabbed his shotgun fumbled for 
ammunition before he realized he 
was out. Outside the pharmacy 
the men quickly bound Annette 
to a motorbike and mounted 
their vehicles. They brought their 
engines to life and shot up the hill, 
away from the pharmacy. 

Davis grabbed the dead 
man’s rifle, the nearest weapon, 
and started up after the men. He 
sprinted up the street, and dropped 


to one knee as he made the rise. 
He positioned the dead man's rifle 
against his shoulder and quickly 
glanced in the chamber. 

Only one bullet... 

The men pushed their motor- 
bikes to the max, laughing as they 
drove away, cruising down the hill. 
Annette lay across the back of one 
motorbike. She screamed, her 
eyes wide with fear. She struggled 
against the cords holding her. 

Davis sighted down the barrel. 
After a moment’s hesitation, 
he pulled the trigger, the rifle’s 
kick thudding into his shoulder. 
Annette’s head snapped back and 
she became still. Davis dropped 
the rifle and stood still for a few 
moments. Then he started back 
towards the pharmacy. Perhaps 
he could find some insulin there. 


To Be Contin- 3 
ued... 


Te recognition of my 
metro ticket registers 
on the bus machine 
>with a little ding. | smile at the 
© driver whose face is black as 
@ night. The door shuts and Park 
E Avenue fades away. | walk to 
= the back of the bus as it keeps 
S pushing forward. | slip into an 
«empty seat knocking an old 
5 lady, | apologize. | look out 
QO and see windows you can't 
--help but stare at, windows 
2 so lit up. Wondering, what's 

going on behind those blinds? 

Two little girls sit in green 

‘plaid skirts. The future of the 
Chapin School for girls. You 
can always tell which institu- 
tion the little princess attends 


n 


by the color of their skirt. The 
two can’t be more than six. 
They squabble over who 
gets to take home the Ken 
doll they had both snatched 
from another girl in their class. 
The irony of it all is that in ten 
years they will be having this 
exact same argument, on this 
very bus, except instead of 
plastic eyes it will involve a 
real flesh man, and a fight for 
whose body he will desecrate 
not whose Barbie gets a play- 
mate. Ken sits between them 
his head is turned 180 degrees 
the wrong way and he has 1 
arm raised as if to salute an 
invisible Hitler. As | sit there 
staring at his plastic pectorals 


he turns his head to face me 
and his eyes widen the little 
girls keep arguing completely 
unaware of the sci-fi moving 
going on next to them. He 
winks at me and smiles. His 
pink plastic lips begin to move 
and | turn my head to catch a 
lady in a fur coat step in her 
own poodle’s feces. | can 
hear her slight shriek through 
the hustle and bustle of the 
moment. 

Young black boys push and 
shove their way, onto the now 
becoming overcrowded bus. 
The two girls have become 
louder. One picks up Ken 
by his raised arm, the other 
watching in horror grabs his 
opposite leg. They begin to 
pull. | imagine the reality of 
things, if a real man Ken’s 
size was being pulled by two 
monkeys. They tug and they 
tug and before anyone can 
stop it, the poor little man rips 
in half, his ribs cracking while 
his intestines fall out and blood 
splatters anything with in a 5 
foot radius. It is me against 
them. Ken’s eyes pled for God’s 
help. He mouths, “Save me’. | 
want to not see this. | want my 
sanity. Where are their moth- 
ers? The black boys begin to 
rap in the front “my bitches my 
hoes, my sister my bros, | gotta 
fight every day, | gotta make it 
right” their voices soften and 
it sounds as if a choir of white 
boys are rapping poems in the 
front this time. | look over to 
the girls their becoming more 
and more vicious towards this 
inanimate object that only | can 
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man huntina. 


continued from page 12 


say is alive. It looks as though 
his eyes have watered. “Help 
me’. | can actually hear is low 
baritone voice this time. Every 
single bit of my entire exis- 
tence had been written away 
by this creature. 

The bus stops at Central 
Park west. Ken looks at the 
door and then at me. With the 
swiftness of a fox | reach for 
the doll, grabbing him from 
the prying fingers of little girls 
and quickly jump off the bus. 
The light quickly turns green 
and | dash across 81*. | look 
around and then to the man 
doll in my hand and run. The 
illumination of the planetarium 
reflects a blue on the whites 
of my sneakers. “Let’s look at 
the stars.” Ken whispers. I’m 
holding him by his waste. The 
crisp November air bites at my 
fingertips, | wonder if he can 
feel the chill through his layers 
of plastic. 

“l’d much rather look at the 
sea life.” 

We enter through the main 
entrance of the natural his- 
tory museum. Two constructs 
of dinosaur bones loom over 
our heads. Ken notices the 
giant stuffed mammoth in the 
distance. He wriggles himself 
out of my grasp and makes his 
naked way towards the wild- 
life section. For a man of his 
stature he is quite quick, and 
I'm left wondering how in the 
world exactly | wound up chas- 
ing plastic toys in a museum, 
when all | really wanted was 
to just go home, get high, and 
take a nap. | find him standing 
in front of a window w/ primitive 
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“How do they stand so 
still?” He asks me. 

“They're not real” | reply. 

“What are you talking 
about?” he looks at me although 
I'm a complete lunatic. 

“They're just manufactured 
to look real, their just for show. 
To demonstrate how food was 
hunted and gathered in the 
olden days. “ 

“That’s stupid. Your just 


not looking close enough.” He 


He wriggles himself 
out of my grasp and 
makes his naked way 
towards the wildlife 
section. For a man 
of his stature he is 
quite quick, and I’m 
left wondering how 
in the world exactly 
| wound up chasing 
plastic toysina 
museum, when all | 
really wanted was 
to just go home, get 
high, and take a nap. 


says, “They're alive.” 


We did down on the bench 
underneath the giant mam- 
moth. 

“They must be so sad.” He 
says. “It’s truly unpleasant to 
be locked up for that long.” | 
look at the little man sitting 
next tome. “All those months 
stuck in that fucking box. | had 
to be perfectly still at all times. 
People were always passing 
by, staring at me.” 


“| Know how you feel” | 
reply. 

Again he stares at me like 
I'm crazy. 

“You've got to be kidding 
me you poor little rich girl. 
You're fucking five feet tall. 
You live in NYC, you have the 
entire world at your little white 
girl finger tips and how do you 
choose to spend your days, 
sitting around feeling sorry for 
yourself. | know your type and 
really it’s unattractive.” 

Well, fuck that little bastard. 
I'd kick him if | didn’t know he 
was right. 

“SO Ken, is that why the 
only men who will talk to me 
are plastic?” 

“Damn you. Its not Ken, its 
Wallace McNeil the third.” 


There’s really not much 
one can say after a doll whose 
token name is 

Ken has just told you it’s 
really Wallace. But then again 
the situation was already awk- 
ward. 

“Well, I'm pleased to meet 
you Wallace.” 


“Can we go see the whale 
now?” 

| stare at primitive man 
once more as we exit and 
swear to God the mannequin 
holding a spear and wearing a 
sheep’s skin winks at me. 

The museum is a maze. | 
must thank all those childhood 
school field trips for allowing 
me to navigate my way without 
hesitation. There are certain 
moments in time when it feels 
like all the atoms just stopped 
moving, stopped fusing. Like 


you can cut through the air 
like it were paper. Everything 
is so clear, yet so incredibly 
blurry. Happiness is sadness, 
and sadness is just the plain 
reality that things aren't what 
they are supposed to be. Wal- 
lace is right. My life is like a 
vicious cycle. | sit around and 
| smoke pot, and! sleep, and | 
get depressed because | have 
no energy, and then | smoke 
more, and | go in circles. | 
wonder why Wallace has 
chosen to run free with me 
when he could be getting gin 
on with Barbie in her dream 
house. So, | ask him. 

“Barbie’s a fucking slut 
man. | mean, hell I'd be too 
if | had that rack but darn it, 
| hate all these stupid restric- 
tions society has placed upon 
us. Ken is meant with Barbie, 
blah blah. You know | don't 
even like women.” | smile at 
him because | secretly always 
suspected Ken was gay. 

“All those rumors are right. 
They got started in the late 
70’s when a few of us were 
spotted in the back corner of 
studio 54 with Michael Jack- 
son. God damn, this fucking 
world. | mean if only | and Joe 
could actually show the world 
how much we love each other 
maybe then they'd be more 
understanding. * 

“G.I?” | look at him 
astounded. 

“Shhhhhh!!! He'll lose his 
rank if anyone ever found out. 
Do you see how flawed our 
system is?? 

“I’m sorry.” 

“No, no, it’s not your fault. 
Your not Mattel, and your 
certainly not the U.S Govern- 
ment.” Amen to that. 

We enter the sea life room. 
It’s soooo blue. A giant blue 


whale hangs from the ceiling. 
It's been my favorite since | 
first layed my eyes upon it, 
long ago. So large, so grand. 
So blue. Little children run 
around looking at the faux sea 
life. 

“But that still doesn't 
explain why you're here with 
me right now.” | tell him. 

“Does it really matter? 
Can't you just enjoy the com- 
pany?’ is his response. 

“Tell me.” 

“| saw the sadness in your 
eyes. You looked like you 
needed a friend. You didn't 
smile once till you saw that 
old lady step in dog crap.” 

“I’m glad I’m not a sea 
animal, | have to admit. It 
would be so frightening to live 
in the deep blue sea.” 

“Not if you were a shark.” 
Wallace tells me 

“But who wants to be a 
shark, they’re so ugly.” 

“I’ve never seen the ocean.” 
Wallace says “Have you?” 

“Of course.” We sit in 
silence for a few moments. 

“You're not alone Diana. 
You don’t need to talk to 11 
inch plastic objects to feel like 
you have friends.” 

“What the fuck? I...” — 

“Maybe you shouldn't think 
about everything so much all 
the time. Maybe you just need 
to accept certain things. Your 
life is good; you don't need to 
always be looking for excite- 
ment to fill the void that leaves 
you feeling numb.” 

“Sometimes | just don't 
know anymore. | just feel 
lost.” 

“You're not lost. You’re the 
compass. North means noth- 
ing. Just go to where your heart 
leads you next. Adventure is 
always lurking for a girl like 


you. And just imagine the pos- 
sibilities. But I’m feeling sleepy 
my dear.” 

“Sleepy.” 


“Huh?” A tall boy who 
messy brown hair turns to me. 
“Did you say something?” 

“I, uh.” He looks at the doll 
standing by my feet. | notice 
the beautiful design on his 
messenger bag. 

“|! uh, asked if it was 
yours.” 

“What?” 

“On your bag. That design. 
Is it yours?” 

“Yea, | did it with a sten- 
cil.” 

“It's really beautiful.” | bend 
over and pick up the naked doll. 
| put him in my back pack. 

“My little sister can't leave 
the house without her dolls. 
Her and my mom have run off 
and left me to pick up after.” 

He smiles at me. We stand 
there. It’s kind of awkward, but 
no more so then the rest of this 
day... 

He looks at me and then to 
the big blue whale. 

“It's my favorite.” He says. 
“l'd always sneak away on 
school trips just to come to 
this room.” | smile and realize 
that he has really beautiful blue 
eyes. They’re a beautiful light 
shade compared to the dark 
blue feel of the room around 
US. 

“Yea, me too.” | respond. 

“| wouldn't want to be one 
though. I’d get lost in that big 
ocean of blue.” 

| smile. | Know what he 
means. 
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o his post recently appeared 
a on the daily jolt: 


“Please heed this warning: 


£all those participating in the 
Keg Hunt will be subject to 
“wy the agression [sic] of those 


>.that stand against this deplor- 


© able “tradition”. This does not 


14 


necessarily mean physical vio- 
lence... it may mean anything 
from booby-traps to sabotage 
of the kegs (placement, struc- 
tural intergrity, [sic] etc.).... 
Tacit support of an alcohol 
‘Industry that profits off the 
misery of others whilst utiliz- 
ing tons of the world’s grain 
supply for alcohol production 
rather than for food shall not 
be tolerated... many alco- 
hol producers have horrible 
worker-realtions, [sic] occa- 
sionally with union-busting 
histories. YOU (those who par- 
ticipate) have no regard for 
your personal health. Rather 
than building meaningful and 
healthy community traditions 
at Hampshire, you instead 
choose to flock to those that 
center around privilage [sic] 
and self-harm.” 


Probably satirical, though 
by the time this is printed | 
guess we'll find out. Assum- 
ing it’s satire, | like the pulling 
in of union politics and issues 
of class instead of just going 
straight puritanical. | agree that 
substance abuse is a big prob- 
lem at Hampshire; I’ve seen too 
many people quit smoking pot 
for their own reasons and have 
to find a whole new group of 
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friends, just because it’s the pri- 
mary social activity for so many 
social enclaves on campus. But 
on the other hand, why would 
anybody be so self-righteous 
as to say that people can't get 
drunk with their friends in the 
woods in the morning? Who 
cares, aside from the EMT’s and 
your friends who carry you and 
your vomit-encrusted outfit back 
to campus? 


| agree that substance 
abuse is a big problem 
at Hampshire; I’ve 
seen too many people 
quit smoking pot for 
their own reasons and 
have to find a whole 
new group of friends, 
just because it’s the 
primary social activity 
for so many social 
enclaves on campus 


| disagree with libertarians 
about a lot of things, but | believe 
that once you no longer live with 
your parents, you should have 
the right to do whatever you 
want as long as it does not harm 
another human being against 
their will. If people want to sniff 
coke off a magazine depicting 
incest twins in blackface while 
getting an abortion and graf- 
fiting the word “fuck” on to an 
untravelled stairwell in a small 
private liberal arts college and 
then smoke a cigarette outside 
afterwards, that is their business 


and | won't stop them. 


We all know that smoking 
is bad for you and bad graffiti, 
particularly signed bad graffiti, 
is also bad; however, it’s impor- 
tant to have those who are trying 
ideas that will not necessarily 
yield useful results. | believe 
in intellectual diversity above 
all else; | want neo-Nazis and 
radical feminists and old money 
trust-fund kids and Isd burnouts 
all in a room, having respectful 
discourse about their differences 
of opinion, and learning from the 
other’s point of view. 


These sorts of policy changes 
are what people are talking about 
when they speak of the “soften- 
ing’ of Hampshire college, the 
diluting of our ideals. When | 
interviewed for this school, | 
was told that most academic 
buildings were open 24 hours a 
day unsupervised while kids did 
crazy experiments and huffed 
ether in Cole Science, you were 
required to do an independent 
study in each school. I’m not 
saying that “we have no rights” or 
that | can’t do more or less what | 
want; what I am saying is that the 
dominant culture at Hampshire 
is becoming very essentially 
intolerant to signs of deviance, 
uncleanliness, “dangerous” 


‘ideas such as conservatism or 


pro-globalism, etc. 


Anyhow, | think this article 
hasnt really gone 
anywhere, but | would 
encourage all of you to 
be truly open minded. 


: elcome back to The 
Omen’s Control Panel 
on veganism. After 


three long-winded installments 
we are proud to bring you this 
thrilling conclusion, and with it 
all the closure that any maudlin 
high school ex-es worth their 
weight in awkward coreespon- 
dence could ask for. Tune in 
next issue for some brand 
new fun, and as always please 
contact Abby Ohlheiser at 
awo03@hampshire.edu if you’re 
interested in participating. Now, 
on to the verbosity. BT'W- Same 
topic, same students. The par- 
ticipants are: 


Libby Reinish 
Shalin Scupham 
Jason Bertone 
Andy Vilaine 
Kyle Strimbeck 


AV: Yeah | mean everything 
runs out across the board but | 
think if they make a purely vegan 
option, like, there’s a vegetar- 


ian option, and there’s one that 


pertains to omnivores on the 
other side, then sometimes the 
vegan option will run out faster 
because they think that there 
are less vegan eaters than total 
diners, so they make less of it, 
so if the vegan eaters eat it plus 
extra then it'll run out faster, and 
then if some unfortunate vegan 
gets to SAGA at 6:15 because 
they had something to do, and 
there’s no vegan entrée then 
they'll have to think of some- 
thing else. 


JB: Do foods run out — espe- 


cially the cake — does that run 
out a lot? Because | don’t know 
| don't ever really eat the des- 
sert food at SAGA. Like, the way 
SAGA just is, it’s first-come first- 
served atmosphere and | don't 
see how this could possibly — it 
would be nice if people did this 
and it would be nice if people 
were aware of this, it makes 
any community run better. It 
just makes things run smoothly 
and it makes people get along 
better, and it prevents conflict, 
but | don’t see just aside from 
talking about hit how — how 
anything like this could really be 
solved. | mean a lot of people 
are going to come in and eat 
what they want to eat because 
they paid for it. 


AV: Enforcement’s a prob- 
lem. I’m not advocating authori- 
tarian enforcement of the issue, 
like crackdowns and punishment 
to those that don’t adhere to the 
policy, I’m totally against all of 
that. | think that uh, suggestion 
of, uh, just awareness of “this 
runs out fast and it’s the only 
option available,” other routes, 
like talking to SAGA, there are 
other solutions to the problem. | 
don't want to reduce this whole 
discussion to the key issue 
because that’s what was done 
on the jolt to my detriment. 


KS: | realize we're short on 
time but | just want to pose this 
question: Does cake have to run 
out? Why do we still have finite 
cake? 


LR: There should be more 


cake. 


KS: We should not have to 
run out of cake. 


JB: Seriously, ask them. Just 
like ask the people at SAGA. 
Like the people who work there 
are really nice 


LR: They're intimidating... 
JB: They're really nice, 


LR: They made me cry 
today... 


JB: Whenever | need soy- 
milk or something and it’s gone 
they provide more. They'll go 
out of their way. A lot of people 
there will bend over backwards 
for you. Just ask them. They're 
really nice and really accom- 
modating and they realize that 
people are vegan and that 
they’re vegetarian, and they'll 
really work with it. They really 
work, you know. It’s not like they 
put out one thing of soymilk and 
when it’s gone it’s gone. They, 
they're pretty well prepared. For 
all the people they have to feed 
they're extremely well prepared 
| think. 


KS: Plus we’re one of the 
highest rated amongst cafeterias 
in the country. Accommodating 
for, as far as accommodating for 
vegetarians, so we can't com- 
plain there. 


SS: | think it’s 
done. Thanks for 
coming. 


April 15, 2005 


15 


__.Y: Jonathan Ziemba 


CEE CO NEE 


RECO EE OEE 


IEOM NWIM NAI OMG - Mozilla Firefox » 


Google Search: BOGO E 


ial&q=B O+EMEW+MEOM+NWIM+NAI+OMG&btnG=Search 


(° [BOGOEMEWMEOMNWIMNA .. Search” 


Be 
EP 


Beco, 


Advanced Search 


Preferences 


grovel rsa 


Did-you mean: BOGO EMEW MEOW NWIM NA\N OMI NAOMIETWIN TIMES MOVIE 


No standard web pages containing all your search terms were found. 


ments 


Your search - BOGO EMEW MEOM NWIM NAI OMG - did not match any docu 


Suggestions: 


- “euthin<« the cm2n low2s m2! lite! sau what tre ore knoe 


Refe 


reer tat wi wahal it k raves 


: Try fewer keywords. 


O9http/: 


an ccemmmmmenecscnnsen: 


Finding Software Free Download To Find Paths 24/7 Find4Free. 


ee eenwenenetenanmnanesassannnennes, 


Pemarencerancenccnccsencs: 


Google Special 


The author would 
prefer that the poem 
sent to you in the 
second message not be 
printed in the Omen. 
The author wishes to 
make an apology, to be 
placed under the photo, 
explaining the absence 
of the poem. The 
attached file contains 
the author's state- 
ment. This subtitle will 
provide Omen read- 
ers with 
and _peace of mind_. 

a these are quite valu- 
Mable. Please, sit down. 
q Yes, it is wonderful to 
Sapirelax after working 
Samed fOr a long time. What's 
mithat? You were tend- 
Bling to your garden. 
4 a That is wonderful. It 
ho His very therapeutic to 
piue atend to plants. Might 
‘mel ask you what kind of 
ope garden you have? Oh? 
Vegetables are won- 
derful. Springtime is 
just around the corner. 
Yes, it is getting warm. 
You are very easy to 
be around. Thank you. 
I enjoy speaking with 
you about plants. Yes 
I suppose they are a 
passion of mine. Oh, 
plenty. Yes, many of 
the things I enjoy 
doing do not involve 
plants. Tellme, 47 
do you enjoy 
camping? 


_comfort_ 


a Ralph J. Hexter A.B., B.A., 

~ M.A., M.Phil., Ph.D: First off, | 
~ want to thank Hampshire College 

@ for selecting me as the next Pres- 


® ident. I'd like to remind everyone 


: "that while | have no experience 
2 whatsoever running a college on 
_an administrative level, and have 
really no understanding of how 
| Hampshire works, or any alterna- 
tive school for that matter, that 
| am indeed - wicked, insanely, 
and indeed ridiculously over 
educated. 
| Students and Concerned 
Alumni: What about your ability 
‘to administrate and fundraise for 
a cash-strapped institution? 
Ralph J. Hexter A.B., B.A., 
M.A., M.Phil., Ph.D: | may have 
no idea how to fundraise, indeed 
| show no understanding at all of 
this green stuff people call money 
- | mean look at what I've studied, 
no relevance whatsoever except 
in educating the next generation 
of useless overly intellectual 
ineffectual people! | feel it also 
important to point out | know the 
correct way to lay siege to any 
kind of fortification. When looked 
at from the right angle the ability 
to correctly and decisively lay a 
siege is much like running some 
weird little alternative college! 
Hampshire Trustees: *Nod 
heads furiously, rubbing their 
own egos* 
Concerned Students and 
Trustees: How do you plan to 
address many of the problems 
facing Hampshire students both 
with the current academic sys- 
tems... 
Ralph J. Hexter A.B., B.A.., 
M.A., M.Phil., Ph.D: | feel | have 


a very unique perspective with 
my A.B from Harvard in English, 
that’s Magna cum Laude! | also 
was the head of the oldest fra- 
ternity in the country - Phi Beta 
Kappa! | hold all sorts of fancy 
two-letter titles from other presti- 
gious institutions: BA and anM.A 
from Corpus Christi College and 
Oxford in Classics both classics 
and Modern Languages, respec- 
tively. And am M.Phil and Ph.D 
from Yale in comparative litera- 
ture! I’ve also written countless 
exceedingly, intellectual books 
that no one has ever read. Let's 
not forget about my numerous 
other literary contributions to 
other, often in charitable col- 
laborations with my intellectual 
inferiors in journal articles and 
book chapters! Addtionally, | 
not only pronounce “Yber” cor- 
rectly but deservedly give it it’s 
umlaut! But let’s not stray too far, 
I’m a down to earth guy, besides 
being insanely smarter than 
you'll ever be, | enoy long walks 
on beaches, playing frisbee with 
my pomeranians - Percivale 
and Bedivere, and lecturing fre- 
quently at scholarly conferences, 
and having pretend tea parties 
with my favorite bizarre taxeder- 
minist animal hybrids that | love 
collecting! | also am a nice fellow 
who talks to animals and loves 
all of our animal brothers and 
sisters. | also have compassion 
for our great mother: earth, and 
to our green allies which sustain 
and embrace us with their chlo- 
rophyllic love. | also enjoy a good 
frolic now and then! 

Hippies: *Gasping in 
between hits* This guy is soo 


rad! RE-RAD, GET IT!? 

Vegans: *Sit looking sickly 
and feebly and try to raise their 
arms in approval, but faint from 
anemia and malnutrition* 

EcoFreaks: (They are too 
busy communing in nature in 
weird ways, they didn't even 
attend the meeting.) 

Concerned Students: How 
would the trustees respond 
to the accusation that student 
input was not taken into account 
as Candidate C, Mr. Hexter, was 
by far the least popular candidate 
among students? 

Hampshire _ Trustees: 
He may seem like a stuffy Ivy 
League educated intellectual 
with absolutely no real skills 
applicable or even vaguely 
relevant to being President of 
Hampshire, but that couldn't be 
further from the truth! We'd like to 
take this point to remind Hamp- 
shire students that Mr. Hexter 
is gay. Moreover, Mr. Hexter is 
openly gay and his partner’s 
name is Manfred Kollmeier, and 
we feel very strongly this made 
him best candidate. Not only is 
Manfred an awesome name for 
a butt-buddy of our President, 
but it makes Hampshire look 
better having a gay intellectual 
President. Thank you all for your 
input! 

“Meeting ends* 


Reminder: This is a SPOOF. 
A lovingly crafted, exaggerated, 
biased, silly, and not-to-be- 
taken-seriously work. Do NOT 
be offended for | shall 
not care as ITISA 
JOKE 
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aking crappy photographs of the presidential switchery-doo made 
me realize that | take crappy photographs of large groups of people 
who are gathered to piss off an old, and piss on a new, president. Josh 
had issues with a class being cancelled over this thing, so | really hope 
these pics were worth his (quote) “500$ down the drain” (end quote). 
Yeah, that’s rough man, but look, | tried to make some witty remarks 
and you can read them for free. Only you technically pay to have the 
OMEN printed in the first place, but wts-ever. 

So Hexty seems like an ok guy, and the whole not-being-charismatic- 
at-the-first-forum fell by the wayside because he wrote his acceptance 
speech on a couple ‘post-its’. And quoted fortune cookies. | guess he’s 


a cool cat now: what’re his credentials? | dunno! He’s got a resume, but 
ent. too! Peece out foolz! 


April 15, 2005 
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We here at The Omen like com- 
paring people whose names 
share in the joy of a phoentic ‘x’ . 
Unfortunately such an occassion 
comes to us but once every 11 
years or so, and thus we thank 
our lucky stars for the opportu- 
nity to dig-dug our way into the 
subconcious of these veritable 


paragons of manhood. 
Cartoon Super-Hero 


Mixed Drink 

Movie 

Eupemism for Sex 
Mastbatory Aid _ 
Poet 

Gameshow 

Will Smith Movie 
Body Part 

Planet 

Element 
Snow-Creature to Build 
Gangsta Rap Album 
CEO 

Colour 


Choose Your Own Adventure 


Hairstyle 


Mighty “és 
Sex on the Beach 
Birth of a Nation 
Afternoon tapas 
Asiago Cheese 
Ovid 
Legend of the Hidden Temple 
Men in Black 
Fornix 
Neptune 
Water 
GQ Model 
NWA - Straight Outta Compton 
Martha Stewart 
Mink 
The Lost Jewels of Nabouti ** 


Beehive 


Hong-Kong-Phooie 
Cognac with Cognac 
This is Spinal Tap! 
Flossing the ‘gina 
Chocolate Cake 
Shel Silverstein 
The Price is Right 
Bad Boyz Il 
Nasal Conchae 
The Moon 
Fluoride 
Snowcone 
Ice Cube - AmeriKKKa’s Most 
Wanted 
Ted Turner 
Burgundy 


Same 


David Hasslehoff 


** Sadly, this is a rather weak entry in the series. The writing is sub-par 
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and the story is trite. But far be it for us to judge these men’s taste 


